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REMOVAL. 


(@3™ Puck has removed to new and, of course, com- 
modious quarters at 
Nos. 21 & 23 WARREN STREET. 
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CALIFORNIA'S CONSTITUTION. 


ALIFORNIA is the spoiled 
child of the United States; 
and what California needs, 
and will ultimately get, is a 
good, sound,* square, old- 
fashioned spank, 

Reversed over the national 
knee, and squirming under 
the governmental slipper, 
California may have some 

of her superfluous boundlessness shaken out of 
her, and a little solid ballast of horse-sense and 
self-respect hammered into the region which 
she now uses, apparently, to perform her intel- 
lectual and logical functions. 

Not that California has not brains enough— 
the trouble is simply that she has not yet learned 
how to use them. Practically the baby of the 
family, born with a golden spoon in her mouth, 
she has traded on her congenital charms and 
capabilities until the precocity which was once 
our pride has become a nuisance and an ab- 
surdity. 

The two extreme ends of this country are 
decidedly objectionable, each in its own way. 
New England is priggish and California is 
boundless. But the affectations of culchahed 
Massachusetts are merely superficial: they do 
not militate against the existence of a healthy 
moral and mental equilibrium which asserts 
itself whenever the nation gets a serious shock, 
whether from external or internal causes. We 
laughed at the long-haired enthusiasts of Bos- 
ton who whined and slobbered over the Slave; 
but we looked with perfect confidence to the 
Men of Concord, when the time came to fight 
for that mahogany unfortunate: and they were 
there. 

But California! Ah! if her boundlessness 
were only as innocent a folly. It is not. 
Boundlessness does not mean only the osten- 
tation, the arrogance and the opinionated 
‘*smartness”’ which make the individual Cali- 
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Sate A 
TWO COMMUNICATIONS AND ANSWERS THERETO. 


13th REGIMENT HEADQUARTERS. 
Cor. Flatbush Ave, and Hanson Place. 
BROOKLYN, May ist. 1879. 


INTERNATIONAL CIRCULAR. 
PUBLISHERS ‘¢PUCK”— Gentlemen: 

The visit of this Regiment to the City of Montreal, on 
the Anniversary of the Birthday of Her Majesty Queen 
Victoria, has so far progressed that it is now regarded 
by our Canadian brothers as one of international import. 

As the command will visit foreign soil, carrying the 
Flag of our Union on a friendly mission with a full 
regimental organization, for the first time in American 
history, we are desirous, that every member of the regi- 
ment shall accompany it, and that our citizen soldiers of 
our National Guard shall do honor and credit to our 
State and our Union. 

We, therefore, appeal to your patriotism and love of 
country to contribute such sum as may seem to you to be 
appropriate, to aid us in defraying the heavy expenses of 
the trip, and to aid in relieving the burden of assessment 
on such of our members as cannot afford to lose both the 
time and the money outlay. 

Your contribution, if sent to the undersigned com- 
mittee at the regimental armory, will be duly acknow- 
ledged with thanks, 

The committee will be present at armory, on Tuesday 
and Friday evening of each week. 

DAVID E. AUSTEN, 

Colonel, 13th. Regiment. 

HORATIO C. KING, \c rm 

Brevet Colonel Major, 13th. Regiment, f Comantine. 
HENRY WARD BEECHER, | 

Chaplain, 13th. Regiment, J 


We have read the above with great interest; 
but we scarcely feel called upon to subscribe 
any ready money to this praiseworthy cause. 
We have, however, a little cartoon, which will 
be at the service of Mr. Beecher’s regiment on 





Wednesday next. 


OFFICE OF THE SECRETARY 


BUSINESS - MEN'S SOCIETY FOR THE gy. 
COURAGEMENT OF MODERATION, 


No. 26 Astor House Offices, 


NEw YorK, May 8th, '79 
Editors Puck: 


Gentlemen.—Your illustration of the possibilities of 
our new society has been duly appreciated, and we tender 
you our sincere thanks. We do not know how much 
will be accomplished by our new movement; but the 
manifestations of encouragement which we have had 
thus far, greatly stimulate our hopes, and we shall earn. 
estly try to develope the good idea which we feel certain 
we have hit upon. 


Yours truly, 


F, B. THURBER, Pres't, 


We thank Mr. Thurber and his society for 
his kind appreciation of our humble endeavors; 
we sincerely congratulate them on the success 
with which they have met, 2nd if Mr. Thurber, 
or any of his friends will call round at this 
office during business hours, we shall be happy 
to drink a health to their enterprise in some 
very choice old Bourbon—oh! bless us! we 
forgot! 








fornian a social nightmare. Boundlessness is 
the only word that can describe the chaotic 
ideas of the western agitator, and the colossal 
impudence with which he advances them. It 
is “freshness” raised to the wth power. It is 
crude brain in a state of fermentation. And 
the matters thence evolved are characteristic 
and—cussed. 

California’s latest act of boundlessness is the 
adoption of her New Constitution. She was 
dissatisfied with the old one, partly because it 
did not contain provisions categorically for- 
bidding the existence of the Chinaman, and 
specifically providing for the sustenance of Mr. 
Denis Kearney; but principally because it was 
like other constitutions and was not transcend- 
entally Californian in all its ways and workings. 

So now she has got her new one—and a nice 
bellyful it is for the body politic. 

Mr. Denis Kearney’s truck drives full tilt over 
grasping capital and heartless monopoly and 
selfish wealth, and, entirely in the interest of 
the employed, manages utterly to destroy the 
employer. 

Look at this New Constitution of yours, 
Miss California! He is a nice young man for 
a small tea-party, isn’t he? Why, he will eat 
you out of house and home. True he disposes 
of the obnoxious Chinaman; but how about 
your railroads, your mining-companies, your 
pushing capitalists who have built you up your 
trades and manufactures? Will the possession 
of Mr. Denis Kearney fully compensate you 
for the loss of the men and the money that you 
have driven out of your borders? Do you 
think that your over-taxed bonds and mort- 
gages are going to pay the deficit of your un- 
taxed wheat-fields? Do you think you are 
going to eat your financial cake and have it, 
too? 

Look at your New Constitution, young wo- 
man, and go into the corner and weep over 
your bumptiousness, your boundlessness—and 





your bankruptcy. 


Puckerings. 
As AN uncle, Collector Merritt beats Simpson 
all hollow. 


AVUNCULAR stock has gone up several hun- 
dred per cent. 


CoLLEcToR Merritt and §, J. Tilden ought 
to swap nevvies. 


Two boys recently discovered a brood of 
kittens in the abandoned nest of a fish-hawk 
near Sandy Hook. We were determined to 
get litter-airy kittens as an offset to the World's 
‘thorticultural cat.”’ 


THINGs are seldom what they seem! 
Jackdaws masquerade as cream. 
Highlows pass as peacock’s feathers, 
Skim-milk struts in patent-leathers! 
[Positively the last.] 


WE read that Mrs. Frances Hodgson Bur- 
nett, the authoress of ‘‘ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s,” 
resolved to become a novelist when she was 
only 7 years old. This is presumably intended 
to illustrate what a fixed purpose and firm reso- 
lution will accomplish. The several thousand 
youngsters who every year make up their minds 
to become President of the United States, 
should take a note of this. 


IF you were to accuse Miss Analine De 
Flukey of overweening seif-conceit, you would 
not abash her in the least; she would retort 
that one has a perfect right to admire the mas- 
terpieces of Nature, The day after the an- 
nouncement of her engagement to Fred Dory, 
an old friend offered his congratulations. 

‘‘Not me,” she said, and she twitched her 
nose haughtily—“‘congratulate Fred.” 
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THE MANLY ART. 


‘The intereest of the Combatants begins to flag. 


[ Being a pictcrial representatin of the Prize-Fight Mr. Red O’ Leary left Ludlow Street jail to see.} 








Grand finale; showing soothing and civilizing 
effect of this method of cultivating athletics. 








LIFE INSURANCE. 
HE popular fancy—or fallacy, how shall 
we spell it?—about life-insurance is that 
the insured party’s money is safely in- 
vested in a safe company, and that, after his 
death, the people in whose favor he has been 
insured will receive the amount called for by 
his Policy. 

The truth or the falsehood of the statements 
regarding the security of investments in Life 
Insurance policies can easily be ascertained 
by consulting the records of the various District 
Attorney’s offices, and by visiting the many 
Penitentiaries wherein are employed in indus- 
trial work, many former secretaries, actuaries 
and presidents of life insurance companies. 

This is bad. At first the entire public mind 
was shocked; but when it was remembered 
that the average American was no sooner placed 
in an “official” position, where he had the 
handling of other people’s money, than he 
became a thief, the public anticipated the re- 
fran in Pinafore and humbly sang, “Yes I 
know, that is so.”’ 

As certain merchants, in estimating their 
business chances at the opening of a season, 
include a Profit and Loss account which is to 
cover the portable stealings from within and 
from without, which they will sustain, so the 
ruminating American saith to himself within 
himself, ‘‘Of course, there’ll be stealin’, but 
the country’s big enough, an’ I reckin we kin 
stan’ it.” 

But now, as to our beloved life insurance 
companies arises a new horror, which so shocks 
the sensitive American heart that no question 
of dollars can enter into consideration, at all. 

As an instance, although it is far from being 
an isolated one, but because it will certainly 
be a “cause celébre” in insurance matters, we 
ong to the case of Col. Dwight of Binghamp- 
on. 

_This man, who had every reason to love life, 
died one day and was buried after a post 
mortem examination and a certificate of natural 
death attested by many physicians, headed by 
one of the most distinguished practitioners in 
this city. There was, however, a very large 
amount of insurance upon the life of Col. 
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Dwight, payment of which the companies were 
desirous of escaping through the loop-hole of 
suicide. They thought it would pay them to 
manufacture a case against the defunct Colo- 
nel, and after many rumors, the body was ex- 
humed, and in its terrible condition of decom- 
position again submitted to the scalpel of the 
surgeons; whereby it was discovered that he 
died in a high backed bedstead, from which 
he had hanged himself with a cord, and after 
death had got away with the cord, in some 
way, either by burning it, chucking it out of 
the window, or, more probably, by swallowing 
it. Certainly there was no cord, rope or thread 
found, and none of his death-bed attendants 
had seen one. Just before his death Bing- 
hampton was alive with insurance agents, and 
if a sound and well man goes mad at the sight 
of one of these pests, can a sick man expect to 
survive their tongues? He died. The insurance 
companies, with one laudable exception, re- 
fused to pay the insurance due, and have not 
only bared his dead and decomposed body to 
the public gaze, but have also industriously 
spread before the world all the gossip which 
the malevolence of envy could afford the Paul 
Prys that were paid their per diem by the in- 
surance companies. 

And so we want to know, you know, if this 
is what we are to expect if we struggle to pay 
our premiums to secure a competency for wife 
and children after we are dead? Are we to 
be post-mortemed before we are buried; and 
afterward to be exhumed to be re-post- 
mortemed; to be, as it were, vanderbilted, and 
all our little physical and moral sores, which 
in life we have so carefully concealed, to be 
paraded before the public? And, above all, 
is the capital of a great corporation to buy 
medical and legal opinions, so that, after all 
our efforts to keep our premiums paid up, our 
wife and little ones don’t get their money? If 
this is so we can spend our money to better 
advantage, during life, than in helping to swell 
the big dividends of insurance companies. 

We can use our greeubacks for cigar-lights, 
and our U. S. Bonds for wrapping-paper; and 
then we may at least have the consolation of 
knowing that if honest men are beggared, 
rogues do not grow fat on the money thus lost. 


PUCK’S PANTHEON. 


No. VII. 

CHANDLER THE COCKTAILIST. 

Sk- ENATOR ZACHARIAH CHANDLER'S claims 

<<) to distinction rest on different grounds 

from those by which the majority of the 
great men who have already figured in the 
** Pantheon.” 

In the article of manly beauty, we could not 
conscientiously say he has a superabundant 
supply. Neither has he the dignity of a Conk- 
ling or the extensive hirsuteness of a Burnside. 

Not that Mr. Chandler is not quite as great 
a man, in his way, as any of these—as much a 
benefactor to the human race, whose name will 
stand an equally good chance of being handed 
down to posterity. 

But he has simply chosen other means of 
getting his name up, scarcely less commend- 
able. For certain descriptions of language Mr. 
Chandler stands without an equal. 

No living man can sling a more forcible 
oath, startling in its originality and effective- 
ness. ‘These astonishing combinations of pro- 
fanity are generally used on Sundays and holi- 
days. But on other days of the week he is quite 
equal to the occasion—indeed he may be said 
to invariably use a big, big D. 

The D assumes gigantic dimensions when 
Mr. Chandler takes a cocktail or two—which 
with him is not an infrequent practice. Grant 
loved him on this account, and the affection 
was returned. And now the lukewarm sympa- 
thy which exists between him and Mr. Hayes 
will be understood. 

Withal Mr. Chandler is the pride of the Re- 
publican party, and is one of its most stalwart 
upholders. 

Mr. Chandler’s staunch stalwartism has its 
little drawbacks, for, according to Mr. Watter- 
son of Kentucky, Senator Voorhees, on being 
called a traitor, promptly measured the thick- 
ness of the Cursory Cocktailist’s skull with a 
milk-pitcher. 

Mr. Chandler is back in the Senate, oppor- 
tunely, and will have ample time to make his 
interesting Returning Board arrangements for 
the next Presidential election. 
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ERREUR DE LOCALE. 


a N jour, enfin, mourut Talmage, 


Ce bavard, faiseur d’embarras. 
Les uns disaient: ‘¢ C’est bien dommage!” 
D’autres pensaient: ‘‘ Bon débarras!” 


Aussitét, de la bonne aubaine, 
Vite! le Herald profita, 

Et durant plus d’une semaine, 
Dieu sait ce qu’il en raconta! 


Pendant ce temps, le bon Talmage 
Vers le Paradis se rendait, 

Frappant sur la porte avec rage, 
Criant: ‘* Le cordon s’il vous plait!” 


Par le guichet, le’ vieux Saint Pierre 
Examine 4 loisir l’intrus, 

Et lui dit: ‘‘ Que venez-vous faire, 
Monsieur, au séjour des élus ?” 


‘* Mais, je viens pour prendre ma place. 
M’asseoir a la droite de Dieu!” 

Le porte-clefs, d’un air bonasse, 
Répondit: ‘‘Attendez un peu!” 


‘*«Morbleu! qui donc fait ce tapage?’”’ 
Dit en grommelant |’Eternel. 

«¢ Seigneur, c’est un nommé Talmage, 
Est-ce quil peut entrer au ciel ?” 


‘¢Ah! si jamais j’ouvre ma porte 
A ce satané prédicant, 

Je veux que le Diable m’emporte!., 
Or ga! qu’il me fiche le camp!” 


Mais en quittant sa propre ville 
Est-ce qu’1l croit trouver ici 

Le cirque Barnum, ou Mabille, 
Ou le ** Brooklyn Presbytery ?” 








LOVE IN LILLIPUT. 


eer rumors of internal dissensions 
in the juvenile Pinafore Company, now 
performing at Wallack’s Theatre, Puck 
despatched a reporter, last Monday, to ascer- 
tain the whole truth. ° 
Accordingly, within half an hour, the reporter 
presented himself at the lodgings of the Capiain, 
and requested the honor of an interview. ‘The 
distinguished artist refused, in a polite note, 
which ended: 


‘*You can readily understand that I do not wish to 
converse on the subject which now tortures. my heart. 
The young lady was to have been my wife: but it can 
never—that is, itcan not be. Ask me to say no more. 
I have no reproach to make. My grief I would fain 
carry with me to the grave, and then, perchance, be 
silent evermore.” 


Thus rebuffed, the reporter looked up the 
Midshipmite, whom he found at the Astor 
Library, deep in a rare old edition of Cicero 
de Senectute, ‘The representative of Mr. Thomas 
Tucker seemed at first a little unwilling to be 
interviewed; but finally consented to accom- 
pany the reporter to a neighboring confection- 
ery shop and impart such information as he 
possessed over a social pepper-mint stick. 

The hospitable resort was soon reached, and 
the reporter was about to draw a chair up to 
one of the marble-topped tables always found 
in these haunts of Bohemian dissipation, when 
the gallant middy stopped him. 

“T must call your attention,” said he, ‘to 
the necessity of equalization in our arrangement 
of things—so to speak—sedentary. May I 
trouble you to superimpose that ice-cream 
mould upon the City Directory I see yonder, 
and with that placed on the most altitudinous 
chair you can find—” 

“‘Eh?” interrupted the reporter. 

“Gimme something high to sit on.” 

Comfortably seated upon his improvised 
throne, alternately biting at a macaroon and 





quaffing Icng draughts of generous milk-and- 
sugar. Mr. Tucker began: 

‘*] presume you have observed, sir, that the 
annual approach of the vernal season is apt to 
occasion, in the human breast, an access of 
those emotions which we generally associate 
with the manifestations of psychic affinity, com- 
monly denominated Love. Without commit- 
ting ourselves to a too materialistic doctrine, 
we may safely venture to proceed on such an 
assumption. As for me, I own, such things 
touch me not. I know not how it is, but my 
cardiac organization has never—that is—well 
—never thrilled responsive to the abstract idea 
of lovely woman. And, at my age, the habi- 
tudes of a lifetime are not to be changed. 
Still, I like to watch the billing and cooing of 
these young people: and, I admit, I have felt 
no little interest in noting the career of this 
modern Circe—this heartless Hese. A strange 
study, my friend! Cold, polished, cultured— 
a perfect woman of the world, she makes all 
who meet her her adorers and her victims—she 
softens the adamantine heart of indifference 
only to imbrue her relentless feet in its empur- 
pled gore. I speak specifically of her affair 
with the Captain and Deadeye. Go and talk 
to Dick about it. I have investigated it merely 
from a psychological point of view, in connec- 
tion with the season—simply as a meteorologi- 
cal phenomena, you see.” 

Dick Deadeye was found on the end of an 
East River wharf, gazing mournfully out to- 
ward Gowanus. He hitched his trousers with 
grim intensity and told the reporter: 

‘* She scorns them all, Oho! Oho! I told 
them so from the beginning. It is all that 
wildly enchanting ede. I myself—but no 
matter. A few short weeks ago we were a 
happy family party. Corcoran was engaged to 
Hebe. The Boatswain's troth was piighted 
to Ralph Rackstraw. ‘That arrangement I 
never liked. He is a bad—er—person, that 
Boatswain. He is a depraved and abandoned 
character. I have heard him say damme—yes, 
Ihave. And he has been more than suspected 
of smoking candy cigars, with tin-foil fire at 
the end. What could you look for from a 
minor of such habits? He cast aside his lovely 
bride, bewitched by the machinations of that 
Hebe. And for the sake of this worthless 
youth, she has thrown the gallant Caf/ain over- 
board. For him--when she might have—but 
never mind!” 

And, relapsing into melancholy abstraction, 
Deadeye \eft our reporter to look for the dissi- 
pated Boatswain among the low peanut-stands 
in the vicinity of Union Square. 

- “Vm not the villain they would make me 
out,”’ said the maligned heart-breaker, leaning 
against a soda-water fountain; “‘I admit, I 
have been a little fast, so to speak; but a fellow 
must have his fling. It’s true, I have reveled in 
iniquitous confectionery; but it was only to 
drown the remorse I felt at my own erratic 
conduct, and to still. the throbbings of an 
agonized heart. Can you blame me for being 
under the spell of this enchantress? What’s 
that? Oh, there is an adult fellow who has 
lost his heart, too. Of course, the disparity 
of age puts any serious result out of the 
question in ¢hat case. She wouldn’t look 
at him. Why, he’s a mere man—twenty-three 
or four. Ten years ago it might have been, 
had she been born then. But now, I flatter 
myself, I am alone in my /ede’s affections. 
And I will be worthy of her. I will reform— 
I will, I will!” 

The fair and fickle Hede, the fascinating 
source of all this misery, was finally interviewed. 
She put. aside her doll with a stately gesture, 
and said to the reporter: 

“Ga ga! goo goo. Oo tiss baby!” 

With which lucid exposition of the situation 
the reporter was obliged to be content. 





A CASE IN POINT. 


Is 1r law and ordher you shpake of, Terry? 
Well, then, setthing asoide the ordher—an’ no 
wan loikes to be ordhered—Oi say in New 
York we’ve a foine Oirish koind av law; lon 
life to ’t! Now, it was only this Patrick’s-day 
last gone that Oi had proof av that sane. Qj 
was cilibratin’ the ayvint in a liquor sthore, Oj 
was, and Oi mit wid a pairty av three or foore, 
and we all enjyed oursilves for some toime jp 
passin’ gintail conversation. There was no 
other Oirishman but mesilf sittin’ at the table; 
but for all that Oi tho’t I was in dacint com- 
pany, wid well-shpoken and civil min. But 
wan can niver judge from apparinces. Afther 
a whoile Oi gev the toast: ‘‘ Hayre’s to the 
grane sod of Ayrin, the only rishpictable coun. 
try on the surface av the wurruld,”’ whin wan 
av the lot he siz, siz he: ‘‘ There is others, just 
as rishpectable.” You could tell from the look 
av’m that he was a borrn Yankee. Oi’m a man 
of paace—you know that, Terry—an’ the chap 
he looked loike wan as could handle himsilf 
well, an’ Oi had not the laste taste av a shtick 
along; so Oi swallied the mane insult, Oi did, 
an’ rose up an’ left the house. Whin I got as 
far as the corrner, who sh’d Oi mate but me 
frind the captin av p’lice—an’ makin’ him 
ayquainted wid what had passed, Oi siz to’m, 
siz Oi: ‘‘Captin, wud yez lind me the loan av 
that bit av a club y’ ’ave there,” siz Oi, “ that 
y’ did be shwingin’ so loively at Gilmourr’s 
Garden that toime the little Englishman walked 
away wid the bilt from O’Lary and Ameriky, 
an’ no-wan the sowl to prevint him?” siz Oi. 
‘* It’s all roight, me bye,” siz he, ‘‘ but be aisy 
in regaird to sthroikin’ too haird—for they do 
be preferrin’ chairges for iv’ry shmall bit av a 
thing,” siz he, an’ wid that he gev me the billy. 
So Oi walked back into the place, quoit and 
gintlemanly ; an’ they was all sittin’ at the table, 
havin’ a round; an’ the club was undher me - 
top coat, ye moind; an’ the young chap he 
shpoke up an’ ‘siz to me: ‘‘ What’ll y’ ’ave,” 
siz he—an’ we all had it. Then Oi turned to’m 
an’ Oi axed ’m: “ What’ll you have now; will 
y’ ’ave this?” an’ Oi dealt ’m a shmall whack 
on the back av the head, as laid ’m out on the 
flure, Oi did; the dhirty blaggard he was. Oi 
done what was roight, y’ can see yersilf; but 
the divil Oi hot was no mahn in his sow, for 
he bore malice—an’ it’s thrue as Oi say it that 
the nixt day he had me arristed an’ locked up. 
Think o’ that! Now, then, there come in the 
beauthee av the New York law I shpoke about, 
d’ye see, my frind? Oi sint for pairties, an’ 
was bailed out in less than two hours; an’ the 
trile’s niver come off yit; an’ where should that 
other chap be all this toime but in the House ~ 
Av DayTINTION to insure his apparince as chafe 
witness in the case, bad luck to the picther 
av’em! Succiss to New York law, an’ niver 
moind the ordher, I give ye for a sinthiment. 
Drink hairty, Terry, ine bye! 

* Jos Case. 








‘“‘T am going to attend a caucus,” said Lim- 
erick, as he went out to feed the tame crow.— 
Boston Post. 


“And I’m going to organize a “‘core-cuss,” 


.as Smiley shouted when he slipped on the 


remnant of an apple, and sat down in impetuous 
taste. 


Ir there is only a little glimmer of light 
dancing on the tip of the gas-burner, don’t 
meddle with it, unless you are sure you know 
which way the thing turns, for, while it may 
blaze into a glowing flame, the chances are equal 
that you will extinguish it altogether. The truth 
in this paragraph supplies the place of humor. 






































Z 
O 
fa 
7 
= 
Z 
< 
Y) 
Ne 
O 
=) 
A. 


ER OF MICHIGAN. 


ZACK CHANDLER, THE SWEET GIN-SLING 
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When Fortune frowns he smiles a liquid smile, 


And slings the facile damn with grace and style. 






































PUCK. 








6, ll, 18. 


WHEN she was six and I was eight, 
We used to play together; 

I could not wish a better mate 
For fair or stormy weather. 


A change with half a decade came, 
In vain her aid she offered, 

Her plea to join in any game 
Was scorned as soon as proffered. 


Eighteen we are, and twenty now, 
No more I tease or taunt her, 
But to her slightest wish I bow, 
O! tempora mutantur! 
ARTHUR HOSTAGE. 








SPIRITUAL COMMUNICATIONS. 
HERE are some doubters in this town; 
a few who do not believe that any com- 
munications have passed from the spirit- 
world to Mr. K. It seems to be my duty to 
dispel their doubts. As J lay abed one recent 
morning (and here you will observe one of the 
benefits resulting from not rising early), in that 
delicious, semi-oblivious state which often pre- 
cedes waking, I heard three distinct knocks on 
the wall, and the words, spoken in a command- 
ing though not displeasing tone, ‘‘ Will Mon- 
sieur have the kindness to take a pen?” Roused 
by the mysterious occurrence, I was soon at my 
desk, and, at the dictation of the speaker who 
had made the request, I wrote: 
‘* MONSIEUR: 

‘¢ Pardonnez moi, s’il vous plait, un moment. 
K. vair much off his no/ése¢fe. 1 haf no communi- 
cation vith the gentilhomme. 

‘* LAFAYETTE, on the ly. 

Those not conversant with French lingo may 
be shocked to learn that noisette and nut mean 
about the same thing. The times must be 
awfully awry when slang dares to raise its low 
head in high Heaven. 

The friend of Washington had hardly gone 
when, although the room was silent as the grave, 
I realized that I was in the company of a supe- 
rior spirit, which I intuitively knew was that of 
Shakspere. Referring to the latest rhymes attri- 
buted to him, he said, with great dignity: 


‘‘T never wrote them; never moved the hand 
That penned these lines; nor did I e’en com- 
mand 

A mortal to transmit them to his age; 
The thought of them my great soul doth enrage. 
’Tis plain to me the daughter had a plan 
Most cruelly to humbug her old man. 

** WILLY SHAKSPERE, 

“* Waiting for Joannes.” 

Shakspere has also fallen a victim to slang. I 
was about to go down to breakfast when another 
visitor, also a spirit, entered. 
contented shade of Byron. He was so haughty 
that I felt disposed to resent the studied imper- 
tinence which his manner suggested. Reflect- 
ing, however, that I should not turn a deaf ear 
to the demands of science, I treated my guest 
with the utmost deference. This is his growl: 


“‘Oh! long had I suffered! I thought ’twas all 
o’er; 

My bark I had launched for the Heavenly shore, 

When, ascending from Earth, I heard a bad 
rhyme 

Which reached the bright gate, and St. Peter, 

4 this time, 

Said, ‘Byron, go back!’ and I stood there the 
while 

He lectured me well on the faults of my style. 

Think of a fisherman thus talking to me, 

Coolly explaining what a poem should be! 

K.! Oh K.! please telephone here 

That you’ve been bamboozled by your daugh- 

ter dear. 
** ByRON, 
“Editing ‘Don Juan’ for the Angels.” 


It was the dis-. 





Poe, a kindred spirit, who had been impa- 
tientiy awaiting the departure of his Lordship, 
sang: 

‘* Annabel Lee and my lost Lenore 
I clasp to my purified heart evermore; 

1 roam as I list thro’ the homes of the Blest. 
No longer I write either poem or prose; 

I mash the she-angels in full-dress clothes, 

A white necktie and a sky-blue vest. 

EpcGar ALLEN PoE, on a ‘bender’,” 


I commend the last line to the attention of 
Anthony Comstock. Poe, I regret to see, has 
adopted that gutter-al term ‘‘ mash.” A. T. S. 
wanted me to give the following to Mr. K. He 
will certainly get it through the medium of 
PUCK: 

“To Mr. K.: 


“*You are very, very kind, 
But ’tis hardly to my mind 
To be charged with writing letters from Heaven. 
I am going to “‘ Pinafore,” 
Which I wish to see once more. 
Excuse my brevity—’tis after seven. 
“A. T.S., anxious to see Hilton.” 


Mr. K. claims to have received a message 
from Prince Albert for Victoria, but K. sent it 
to the Queen, the wrong Victoria, as these 
lines clearly prove: 


** Victoria, 1 love thee!! and my love 
Hath more of Earth than of this Bright Above; 
For life without thee here is very, very dull, 
Thou much beloved Victoria—Woodhull. 
‘‘Affinitively yours, 
‘“ALBERT, on a lark,” 


I have the pleasure of introducing to you 
another prince. A prince of brokers and good 
fellows—Jim Fisk, jr. He does not complain, 
he merely contradicts: 


‘*K. makes me say, ‘Oh, I cannot swallow!’ 
Never had a better swallow in my life, although 
our wines are not of the finest quality. I hold 
a majority of the stock in the three lines run- 
ning from Heaven to Purgatory, and I intend 
to build another to our favorite watering-place, 
Paradise Beach. I was interested in a route 
through Purgatory, but the country was so dry 
that I could not water the stock, so I withdrew 
from the concern. Vanderbilt would be happy 
if he had a pack of cards. 


‘Jim Fisk, JR., with the houris.” 


Listen to the pious smasher of the tables: 


“‘It nicht bin good to tell lies somedimes, 
ain’t it? Hoty Mosgs,” 


There is a possibility that the Moses whose 
ghost called upon me was not the law-giver of 
the ancient Hebrews. 

_A comparison of Byron’s lines with the finest 
passages in Childe Harold will afford sufficient 
internal evidence to prove that whoever wrote 
the one must have written the other. 

Shakspere’s complaint reminds us of the cel- 
ebrated soliloquy in ‘‘ Hamlet.” That sombre, 
melancholy beauty, a distinctive feature in all 
the poems of Poe, is unmistakable in the verse 
he dictated to me. ‘Ihe reasons for believing 
that the short rhymes I have attributed to the 
great departed are their productions are over- 
whelming. ‘The latter vary so much in tone of 
thought and literary execution that no one 
mind could have originated them all. Shak- 
spere told me confidentially (and I charge 
Puck to never reveal the secret) that he would 
not have revisited this world had not Mr. K. 
accused him of writing trash. 

For thus encroaching upon your time, and 
burdening your light spirits with heavier ones, 
dear Puck, pardonnez moi. 


LEO CuRRAN Evans, 
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FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA, 


_LXXXVIII, 
DRESS, 
Ya-as, aw it appe-ahs 
that my wemarks on 
dwess at differwent 
times have made a 
twemendous aw im. 
pwession on all the 
club  fellaws, who 
twy to be gentle. 
men, and who amuse 
themselves by stand- 
ing at the club win- 
dahs, dwessed up in what they think is the cor- 
wect style, and endeavorwing to ogle the young 
women as they pass by. 

Jack has been verwy much pwessed to put 
these unfortunate individuals in the wight as 
wegards costume; but he thought it aw bettah 
to wefer the subject to me, and entweated me 
to let these fellaws know in some degwee what 
wules to follow to wesemble as much as possi- 
my St. James’s Stweet and Pall Mall fwiends 
and welations. 

Aw although I hate to think what I wite will 
appe-ah in pwint, in this particular instance 
I don’t mind having a little considerwation 
for such cwass ignorwance, and taking the 
twouble to give these comparwitive barbarwians 
a few corwect ideahs. 

The gweat mistake they fall into, is in adopt- 
ing a pwonounced fashion whethah it suits 
them or not, instead of taking advantage of it 
to a moderwate degwee. 

I aw wemark this especially in evening 
dwess. 

Some fellaws at home, ye know, stwove, 
some time ago, to intwoduce the fashion of a 
single large stud in the middle of the shirt- 
fwont instead of the wegulah thrwee. These 
fellaws were of tolerwably fair family, per- 
whaps only one generwation in the peerwage, 
and were of course anxious to make themselves 
as corwect as possible—to be noted for possess- 
ing the pwopah ancestwal pwide. Ye see, these 
fellaws’ fathahs or gwandfathahs were made 
peers for some political purpose of the minis- 
twy in powah, 

Howevah, any fellaw who wears one of these 
widiculously large studs in his shirt-fwont faw 
evening or any othah dwess, may safely be put 
down as a howling cad, without any bwains. It 
is bad enough faw Englishmen to do it, but it 
is ten thousand times worse faw an underbwed 
or ovahbwed Amerwican. 

I cahn’t help laughing at these young idiots 
who affect this arwangement-—such aw jolly 
blasted fools, And they do think they are such 
twemendous swells. 

Anothah almost invarwiable wule faw distin- 
guishing the h-h-howling cad, is the mannah 
in which he wears his watch-chain. 

The fellaw who on all occasions has it dou- 
ble, with a jolly big locket wattling about, is 
fwightfully vulgah. I don’t object to his wear- 
ing a moderwate sized one in this way for eve- 
ning dwess, but othahwise it is simply horwid, 
ye know. 

I have, on a formah occasion expwessed my 
opinions about diamonds, but I aw wish to say 
something about wings. 

‘A fellaw who wears maw than one wing is 
always a s-s-snob or cad, perwhaps both. 

Twue, Edinburwgh, Newwy, Berwesford and 
severwal othahs sport these arwangements, but 
they are weally no cwiterwion. None of these 
fellaws are at all distinguished for their good 
mannahs, although ignorwant people imagine 
that the actions of such arwistocwats must ne- 
cessarwily be wight. On the contwarwy, the 
woyal family and their particular fwiends, 1 am 
very sorwy to say, are not at all well bwed aw. 
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L’ASSOMMOIR, 


OR 
THE CAPTAIN WILLIAMS SMASHER,* 
A REALISTIC NOVEL. 
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By EMILE HOP-LA, 
AUTHOR OF 
“Last Summer;” ‘‘Lost Somewhere;” ‘Alas! Some 
More;’”’ ‘*A Loose Hammer;” ‘‘Ass Humor;” 
“As a Moor;’? ‘* Essie Moor;” ** Last 
Sum Here;” ‘‘The Assam War;” 
‘¢ Less Some More; ” 
etc., etc., etc. | 








CHAPTER I. 


ERVAISE had watched for Lantier till 
two in the morning. She looked around 
~ the squalid room; and, being a realistic 
young woman, took in all the details of the 
squalor, There was a trunk with fifty-seven 
brass nails and one tin tack inthe top. To 
the tin tack still clung a small bit of cloth, 
ravished from the seat of a pair of breeches at 
some unknown period. There were also five 
beer-stains and one dab of goose-grease on the 
top of the trunk. 

Lantier came in. 

“IT saw you with that big whatyoumaycall- 
her,” satd Gervaise. 

He did not thrash her; he contented him- 
self with shaking her. 

‘“*T am going to the realistic laundry to wash 
the one handkerchief you have not pawned,” 
she said, 

“You had better,” he answered; “‘ but don’t 
take my suspenders.” 

Filled. with a terrible suspicion, Gervaise 
placed the family package of pawn-tickets 
seven thirty-seconds of an inch from the true 
geometrical centre of the mantelpiece, and 
went to the laundry, incidentally avoiding 
three puddles and a slightly candied orange- 
peel. 





* Assommoir is from the French verb assommer, 
meaning to cumbobulate or flabbergast the intellectual 
organs. Drink, social bores, and Captain Williams's 
fairy wand are all Assommoirs. Hence M. Hop-la’s 
tavern may be called ‘‘At the Sign of the Sockdolager.” 
If you want to have any more of the explanation, just 
say the word and you can ’a’ some more. 





CHAPTER II, 

THE Lavatory was a large shed, with a knot- 
hole in one of the shingles; through which the 
light streamed in a delicate amethyst shaft, 
illuminating with a mystic glory the long row 
of tubs, one of which was short a handle—the 
handle nearest the brass water faucett with the 
little dent in its nozzle. 

Gervaise took her place at the eleventh tub, 
and talked to her friend at the next one. 

‘* No, he is not my husband,” she said; ‘but 
I do not mind a little thing like that. I had my 
first baby when I was twelve years old; and 
after that it takes a great deal to startle one.” 

Just here a tall brunette came into the Lava- 
tory. She wore a blue chenille net with one 
mesh broken; and the left-hand hairpin was 
lame in one leg. 

‘“‘T saw Lantier and that girl Virginie’s sister 
last night,” remarked Mme. Bouche-Ouverte, 
Gervaise’s neighbor; ‘‘ they were doing real- 
istic iniquity.” 

Gervaise’s two children toddled in, Their 
shoe-strings were untied, and one had dust on 
his nose. Gervaise’s bosom swelled. She felt 
a wiggling of her right shoulder blade. 

“‘ Papa is gone,” said the children, ‘‘ but he 
has left the realistic door-key.” 

Gervaise felt a sickening sensation in the 
bridge of her nose; she caught up a pail of 
water and threw it at Virginie. Then ensued 
a terrible battle. They used up all the water 
in the place; and then took the liquid blueing. 
The blonde Gervaise had lost one tooth and 
part of her chemise. The brunette had a blue 
shoulder, and her feet were washed white. It 
was nasty, but nice and realistic. 





They began beating each other with paddles. 
The women stood about and laughed. 

“You are an isothermal polyhedron!” said 
Gervaise. 

‘* Flear the hexameter!’’ Virginie cried; ‘‘ I 
will show you how I treat such quadrilateral 
hypothenuses.” 

Gervaise threw Virginie across her knee, 
and, in spite of her struggles, organized an 
opposition to the Paris Exposition. And ever 
and anon, as she drummed on the compara- 
tively white flesh with a wash-board, she sang: 

‘¢ Willie wooed me in the greenwood, 
Tum! ti! tum!” 

It was a song of her childhood—a tender 
recollection of the dear old days at Fouilly-les- 
Oies-sur-Marne. 

Blushing with shame, the brunette rushed 
away; and Gervaise, proud, but wet, went 
home. 

Lantier was gone: so were the pawn-tickets. 
Two grains of dust had been disturbed upon 
the mantelpiece. She was alone in the world. 





CHAPTER III. 


GervAIsE looked out for another person to 
act as husband. She got him in the shape of 
Coupeau. 


151 


Coupeau was a tinman and a teetotaler. 
He had just a realistic two hundred and ninety- 
five hairs on his face. He shaved them every 
morning, and looked clean. He took her one 
day to the Assommoir Gin Mill to eat some 
brandied peaches. She ate the peaches with- 
out the brandy. He ate the peaches and drank 
the brandy. His relations didn’t care for the 
match, but he did. Everything went on swim- 
mingly. 

Gervaise took in washing and felt happy. 





CHAPTER IV. 


Coupeau thought variety was charming. He 
soon had an opportunity of proving his theory. 
He fell off a roof and lay up for repairs, 

A Pucx artist, passing by, detected him. in 
his realistic gymnastic act, and took a sketch 
on the spot. 

We reproduce it, The ladies and children 
sax in the picture are 
Mrs. Boche, Mrs. 
Coupeau and her 
small girl Nana, 
expressing aston- 
ishment at the 
feat. 
_ Coupeau slowly 
recovered. He 
thought falling 
off roofs a mis- 
take—as also tee- 
totalism— the lat- 
ter the greater. 

Gervaise _ still 
took in washing 
and ironed shirt- 
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scorching them. 

Coupeau in the 
meantime gave 
himself a rest. 

One day he 
scraped off his 
boot the six- 
teenth part of a 
grain of, realistic 
mud and took a 
walk, 

He returned in 
a lively condition 
with a_ tickling 
= pain on the star- 
board side of his left paradoxical ventricle, 
north-east, half south-westerly. 


CHAPTER V. 


GervalsE liked coffee at noon, and Virginie 
—she who’d been whipped at the wash-house— 
looked in, seven years after that event, to take 
a cup with her. 

Said Virginie, ‘‘ Don’t you remember call- 
ing me an isothermal polyhedron ?” 

“You are mistaken,” returned Gervaise, “‘ it 
was a right-angled triangle;’—but she knew 
Virginie was right. 

Virginie then twitched her right little toe at 
an angle of forty-five degrees Fahrenheit; blew 
her nose in the key of E minor, and realisti- 
cally remarked that it was not impossible that 
Mr. Lantier might turn up again. 

Gervaise sighéd, as a cockroach, measuring 
just five-eighths of an inch in length, urged on 
its wild career round a wash-tub with seventy- 
one and a half small scratches in it, one of 
which had a speck of double-extra blue in its 
rear left-hand corner. 

Lantier came to see Gervaise. 
no beastly pride about him. 


There was 





(Continued on 10th page.) 


fronts without 














- 
a 






















nr a ne a 


SS 


ancora 








—$$—_—=> 








154 


PUCK’S CONDENSED NOVELS. 


(Continued from 7th page.) 


CHAPTER VI. 


Couprgau and Lantier became very good 
friends, and enjoyed one another’s society 
amazingly. It willl be noticed that all the 
characters in this novel bear no animosity to- 
wards each other. They are awfully realisti- 
cally forgiving. Our work required+some re- 
deeming feature, and it’s got this. 

The firm of Gervaise and Coupeau now took 
Lantier in as an unlimited partner on the 
Oneida Community plan. 

It didn’t work as well as it might have done. 

Coupeau continued to take more realistic 
cocktails than were wholesome for him. 

Lantier didn’t, but had just as good a time. 


CHAPTER VII. 

CoupEAu now regularly patronized the gin- 
mill known as the Assommoir. 

Gervaise badly neglected her washing, and 
passed her time chiefly in sending things to the 
Parisian Simpson’s; and even then she couldn’t 
pay her rent, and had to move before the 1st 
of May. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

AsouT this period Mr.Coupeau’s mother was 
stupid enough to die. 

The corpse and coffin were marvels of real- 
ism. 

This death set Gervaise thinking of coffins, 
and she began to get nervous, and said one day 
to the fashionable undertaker of the neighbor- 
hood: 

‘I hope, Mr. Bazonge, you won’t sell out 
your stock quickly, as I shall in all probability 
want something in your line some day.” 

Gervaise, it will be seen, wasn’t quite such 
a fool as she looked. 


CHAPTER IX. 
Coupeau— drunk. 
| CHAPTER X. 
Gervaise— drunk. 


CHAPTER XI. 
Both—drunk. 


CHAPTER THE LAST. 

Mr. Coupeau now passed the greater portion 
of his time in going to and from the Hospital, 
and ultimately staying there. 

He amused himself in this establishment with 
exercises in delirium tremenses, which resulted 
in his over-doing it a little—something in this 


He got tired out at last and died wiggling 
his feet. Perhaps he died because his feet 
wiggled. Perhaps his feet wiggled because he 
died. Anyhow, they wiggled—realistically. 

Of course there was nothing else for Gervaise 
to do but to follow him, and, as became a dutiful 
wife, she lost no time in drinking herself to 
realistic death in a realistic hole under the 
realistic stairs. 

Father Bazonge put her in a realistic coffin. 

Hop-la. 





PUCK. 
GENTLE SPRING. 


oy 1TH eyes as bright as jewels fair, 
The frisky frog doth cling 

To mossy banks and stones, until 
He makes a gentle spring. 


With stripéd suit the gymnast waits 
Outside the circus ring, 

And as he enters with a bound, 
He gives a gentle spring. 


With quivering voice the town-clock man 
Attemps in vain to sing, 

While with his feeble, trembling hands 
He turns the gentle spring. ; 


With swarthy cheeks and unkempt hair, 
The organ-grinders fling 

Their tattered garments ’round about, 
And grind out “ Gentle Spring.” 


With heart and brain and soul afire, 
The poet gay doth bring 

His poem to the editor, 
Who damns the “ Gentle Spring.” 


And as he started for the door, 
He made the welkin ring; 
And ’twould have made your sad heart glad 
To see that Gentile spring. 
Tom CHRYSTAL. 








JESUS AND JUSTICE. 


SAN FRANCISCO sanctity is trying to fine and 
imprison Mr, James O’Neill for playing /esus 
Christ in the now famous Passion Play. We 
have investigated the matter, and we really 
can’t see any cause for this tremendous access 
of holy ire. There is no complaint that full 
justice was not done to the part. Mr. O’Neill 
is a handsome young man, and a clever artist, 
and though his particular line is lovers and 
light-comedy, yet his rendition of this difficult 
réle has been highly commended as realistic 
and effective. His prosecutors urge, however, 
that Jesus Christ is the son of God, and that it 
is wrong to represent him on any stage. To 
which it has been modestly urged that the title 
is disputed, and that, granting the facts, it may 
well be left to the powers concerned to chastise 
Mr. O’Neill if he deserves it. But we expect 
to hear next of indictments being found against 
Miss Mary Magdalen and the Voice from the 
Housetops. 








THE first mosquito has reached town, but he 
hasn’t got his sting up yet. 


—_ 


A Low-cuT shirt and a red-flannel under- 
garment do not match well, 


Firty dollars wouldn’t buy a very large dia- 
mond pin, but—who’ll chip in for a testimonial ? 


Mr. WHISTLER, the American artist, has 
failed. We suppose we may call this a “‘ bus 
up ” in blue. ; 


Wuat a wonderful unanimity the Custom 
House element introduces into the delibera- 
tions of a grand jury! This is only a passing 
reflection—no extra charge. 


Now, Lemuel Williams, when you get out of 
the House of Detention, you’ll know better 
than to own $50 bills next time, won’t you? 


Ir there’s one thing Charley De Flukey 
specially prides himself upon, ,it is that, no 
matter how late he may come home at night, 
he always gets up before break fast. 





THE THEATRES. | 


eee 


“Snowball” and ‘Delicate Ground” g¢ijj 
flourish at WALLACK’s. The Pinafore children 
or children who are or ought to be in Pinafores 
continue to amuse numbers of ladies and child. 
ren, who otherwise wouldn’t know what to do 
with themselves in the afternoon. The Mid. 
shipmitette is about the smallest thing in the 
phenomenally atomic line we ever beheld. 

Mrs. Fanny Foster, the accomplished elo- 
cutionist and writer, will give an entertainment 
at CHICKERING HALL, on Friday evening next, 
She is to be assisted by Miss Clementine Lasar 
and other artists. 

We shall have something to say about Aimée 
in ‘‘Madame Favart”’ at the Park, as soon as 
we have seen the opera. It wouldn’t do to 
write a notice without, and our tyrannical press- 
man is merciless, 

‘“‘Damme, it’s too bad.”’ Never mind the 
wherefore, the Church Choir Pinafore is at the 
Broapway. But we’ll go and hear it for all that, 

**Lost Children” soon succumbs to an in- 
dependent press; and Rice’s Surprise Party will 
come to the UNION SQUARE. 





Answers Hoy the Anrious. 


HASELTINE.—Stay your hand—she loves you! 


HELEN BEERS.—Certainly; we can tell you how to 
take a grease-spot out of asilk dress. Cut it out. 


GEORGE E. S.—A good brand of wine may gain an 
added flavor from the accumulation of the rolling years; 
but we want to tell you that Time simply wears a pyn 
bald-headed. 

Don PASQUALE.—1: No, we do not think that Mme, 
Gerster will sing at Tony Pastor’s ¢hzs year. 2: Yes,a 
thoroughly equipped tenor ought to have both a larynx 
and an cesophagus, 

MARTHA.—If your husband persists in coming home 
in that way, improvise a scarecrow for him out of a clean 
sheet and the hall hat-rack, and thus gently lure him to 
love the joys of domesticity. 

L. M. P. R.—You have one of the awfulest names we 
have struck in a year. It suggests the lettering on a 
Roman Sunday school banner. We believe you must be 
some relation of old S. P.Q. R. In that case, it is be- 
neath your Latin dignity to write such unconscionably’ 
bad poems. 

CosaQuE.—If you have any sweet little ones on the 
banks of the Dnieper or the Don, you want to go back 
to them right away. To die the death of a poet is at all 
times hard; but to lose your entrails in a foreign coun- 
try, for writing bad spring poems, must be a bitter fate 
for a man who takes any stock in the respect of his own 
personal posterity. ; 

C. SrrRaw.—We acknowledge, with thanks, receipt of 


the following note: 
Watertown, Wi1s., May roth, '79. 
Gentlemen: 

1 have in my possession a small picture of a Locomotive and 
Passenger train, at a station, size 3 or 4 inches by 5 or 6 inches 
long. Is it a lithograph or wood-cut or stereotype? Please an- 
swer, and oblige C. Straw, 


Mr. Straw, we have given your question the closest at- 
tention, and, judging all the facts from a purely impar- 
tial standpoint, we rather incline to the opinion that it is 
a chromo. There are several ways of satisfying yourself. 
One is to dip it in a dilute solution of hydrochloric acid, 
mixed with a little frangipanni, hang it out to dry on the 
south side of a brick wall, and then ask some other fel- 
low. Another is to treat it with dignified firmness, and 
coax it to own up itself. Or you might measure the 
chiar’ oscuro with a foot-rule, and see if it comes. up to 
the palzeozoic standard, In that case you will probably ~ 
find it to be a mezzotint, réchauffée, with onions. But 
we should advise you, speaking as friends, to settle the 
question by hunting it up in the directory, 
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(Continued.) 

O? You don’t see what I’m driving 
at? I can quite believe that. Being 
an Irishman, it is only natural your 

wit should now and then hyberniate.” 

‘“‘ Hyberniate! if you continue longer in this 
vein I’ll be Zyburniated, for I’m hanged if I 
can stand much more of it. You know what 
Johnson—dictionary Johnson—said about pun- 
ning—the man who makes a pun would pick a 
pocket ?” 

“Make your mind easy, Bob. Yow will 
never be a thief so far as that goes. It requires 
wit to make a pun.” 

‘““ Yes,” retorted Bob, ‘‘and a fool to appre- 
ciate it.” 

“Precisely. I noticed you laugh at several puns 
last night. But forgive me, old man; I am 
only jesting, and that with no very light heart. 
But help yourself to another glass, and for this 
once I don’t care if I join you—in a seltzer-and 
claret.” 

“‘ Make it seltzer-and-hock and I shan’t de- 
cline it.” 

“You never do, Bob, nor is hoc the only 
Latin word you can’t decline. But a truce to 
this fooling —let’s pledge each other in a 
bumper. ‘The session is over, and God only 
knows, when, if ever, we two shall meet again. 
Meanwhile, here’s to our next symposium, Doc- 
tor, and may it be merrrier than our last.” 

“ Amen to that, and, as our Scotch friends 
say, ‘here’s ti ye.’ And now that we have 
propitiated the vinous deity, what say you to a 
turn in the park? You're hipped, me boy; 
any fellow can see that, and the fresh air will 
set you on your pins again.” 

“Yes, I am, as you call it, hipped. Fact is, 
Bob, I’m in a fix, and haven’t the least idea 
how to get out of it. But sit down”—his friend 
had risen to leave—“‘ and have a talk, and I'll 
tell you what it is makes this galled jade wince. 
You’re somewhat feather-brained, Bob, but 
you’ve a world of sound judgment and sense at 
bottom; at least in matters that don’t concern 
yourself. Youand the Professor and Diogenes 
—if one could only catch him sober—are the 
only three men in college whose advice I’d 
either ask or take. But I’m wandering, so here 
goes,” 

Here Gascoyne briefly and succinctly laid 
his case before his friend, and having done so, 
quietly waited to hear what the other would 
say. Bob was evidently puzzled what to de- 
cide, but after some time observed: 

“TI think you’ve done right on the whole. I 
don’t much like your letter, but that can be 
easily altered, and I certainly would zo# return 
the check; but with these exceptions I think 
the course you propose is the best possible. To 
consent to a further alienation of the estate 
would be folly.” 

“And why not return the check? I wish to 
stand in no man’s reverence, not even my fa- 
ther’s, and it would look mean to retain it after 
writing a letter like this.” 

“Nonsense. You are dependent on your 








father for the present; naturally and rightly so. 
To throw back the check in his face would cer- 
tainly look—excuse me saying it—very like im- 
pudence and cheek. To put it in the very 
mildest way, me boy, it wouldn’t be in good 
form.” 

“Well, perhaps you’re right. At any rate 
I'll zof return it—not now, at all events. But 
what am I to do in the meantime ?” 

** You mean about the debts ?” 

“Oh, bother the debts! No; they can stand. 
it’s not that; hut how am I to earn money, not 
only to pay them off, but to procure a living 
all through summer? I don’t go to Oxford, 
you know, till Autumn, and a fellow must live 
somehow.” 

“Why, live at home, of course.” 

‘* Never, so long as my debts are unpaid, 
and this misunderstanding exists. I’ll be inde- 
pendent in spite of Fate. But how ?—there’s 
the rub. By the way, Bob, you’re a sort of 
newspaper man—can you not put me up to 
some way of making money out of them? Spe- 
cial correspondent, or reviewer or something 
of that kind ?” 

Bob’s face at once assumed an expression of 
profound and hopeless melancholy and disgust, 
blended with an indescribable air of wisdom, 
pity and vague regret. 

‘“‘ The newspapers!—bah. They’ve been the 
ruin of more clever men—men of genius, sir, 
and birth and breeding and education, than 
any other form of iniquitous monopoly and ty- 
ranny I know of. The newspapers! Who own 
them? For the most part, either companies 
that have neither a back to be kicked nora 
soul to be saved, and to whom bowels of com- 
passion are an article unknown; or ignorant, 
low-born money-grubbers who have invested 
the savings of treacle and tallow in the pur- 
chase of a daily paper, by means of which to 
get into society, municipal power or Parlia- 
ment. Believe me, Gascoyne, and I’m talking 
of what I know something about, for a clever, 
well-bred, high-spirited man like yourself there 
is no such cursed slavery in the world as jour- 
nalism. It sucks your brains dryin its damned, 
unceasing, remorseless treadmill; gives you a 
beggar’s pittance in return, and when you are 
dry and done up flings you aside like an empty 
orange. No, no, me boy, leave newspapers alone. 
You were not porn to starve on a guinea a col- 
umn. Newspaper men are the worst paid of 
all skilled workingmen in the world—whether 
artists, professional men or artizans. And yet 
journalism has its good side—its fascinations; 
but these are not for you, who never were and 
never possibly could be a Bohemian. Poor 
devils like me it suits all very well. We curse 
it but we like it; you are made of different 
mettle.” 

‘* Well, there’s the magazines?” 

“Not to be thought of. An outsider, how- 
ever talented, unless he has luck or especial in- 
fluence on his side, may write to the magazines 
for years and have nine-tenths of his contribu- 
tions “‘ declined with thanks.”” Even when he 
does have them accepted he may have to wait 





~~ 


many months before he gets paid—if he ever 
does get paid.” 

“ Well, Bob, what say you to the quarterlies? 
They surely are good enough ?” 

“Worse and worse! The quarterlies have 
had their day. Better try post-obits.”’ 

“ I'd starve sooner.” 

_ “Seems to me you'll starve, socner or later, 
in any case, if you persist in net taking advice. 
Egad, you'd better turn tutor at once and have 
done with it.” 

“Tutor!” responded his friend musingly, 
** Tutor! well, now, I don’t think that that’s 
such a bad idea. Let me see. I realiy do 
think you have hit the nail on the head at last. 
Yes, by the shades of Lindley Murray and 
Scaliger, I’ll turn Dominie Sampson and make 
a ‘ prodigious ’ success,” . 

** You're joking, Gascoyne ?” 

“‘ Joking! never more serious in my life, 
Bob. But while we are talking time flies. ‘If 
it were done when 'tis done, then ’twere better 
it were done quickly.’ Let’s call a cab, drive 
to the club, consult the Professor—if he’s 
there; and if not, we shall along to college and 
knock him up in his laboratory. He’s the very 
man to help me. So clear out, old fellow, and 

et’s to the club.” 

** Better take the first train and go home,” 
growled the doctor in an undertone, as he care- 
fully lit a fresh cigar, but all he said aloud was: 

‘As you will, me boy. I’m going that way 
myself, at any rate, and Ashton’s (Ashton was 
clubmaster) cigars are devilish good.” 

So the hansom was ordered, and ten minutes 
later the two young fellows were driving to- 
wards the club. 





CHAPTER V. 


Now, gcod neighbors, 
All our labors 
Hasten to a joyful close; 
Exultation, 
Agitation, 
Fill our minds as April goes! 
May is lazy, 
Wherefore stays he? 
Knows he not how much he brings? 
Ease he buys us, 
Peace and prizes, 
Bookless nights and slumberings, 
* vd +. 
So our plying 
Fast is flying, 
May will bid us cease to fag; 
May brings leisure, 
Fame and pleasure, 
And removes our *scarlet rag. 


—Acavemic Ops, 

Sucu of our readers as are familiar with 
Glasgow and its college are doubtless aware 
that that seminary cannot boast of a club in 
the ordinary acceptation of the word, and in- 
deed that such a character as Gascoyne is, if 
not an anomaly, at any rate very exceptional 
among Glasgow students, and by no means to 
be accepted as in any ways typical. 

From time immemorial the Glasgow a/umni 
have been drawn from the lower orders of the 
middle, or the most respectable of all but the 
poorer classes. 

The nobility carefully give the old University 
the cold shoulder, and send their sons to the 
great English schools, to Eton and to Harrow, 
preparatory to their entering Oxford and Cam- 
bridge. 

By the jeunesse doré of the Scotch aristocracy 
and plutocracy the universities of their native 
land are looked down upon as vulgar. Even 
such of them as are compelled to study for a 
session or two at Edinburgh or Glasgow, hurry 
to England immediately afterwards in order to 
wash out the taint of the Kelvin and the High 
Street in the classic waters of the Isis and the 
Cam. Now and then, at rare intervals, a young 
sprig of the nobility, or the son of a Lord Ad- 





* Glasgow a/umni wear a scarlet cloak, 
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vocate or Judge of the Court of Session, hon- 
ors a Scotch university by his presence, and, 
for the sake of appearances, and by way of a 
sop to the feeling of nationality so strong in 
the Scottish breast, Royalty itself occasionally 
takes up a brief residence at Hollywood, and 
studies its ‘‘ Pro Cluentio”” and Homer side by 
side with the natives of the “ grey metropolis 
of the North,” and the uncouth bucolics from 
Highland straths and glens. 

But these are very exceptional cases, and the 
great mass of Scotch students are poor, un- 
polished, and wanting in those outward signs 
of refinement usually associated with modern 
ideas of a gentleman. : 

For similar reasons, too, Glasgow University 
has never been able to boast of a Club, in the 
ordinary sense of the word. Societies it has, 
of course—medical, theological, literary and 
dialectic; and even Clubs of a certain non- 
descript kind, such as the Cricket and Football 
Clubs: the Conservative, whose badge is blue, 
the Liberal (red) and the Independent (white). 

' But these clubs, though boasting of a name, 
have no local habitation, unless for a few days 
at rectorial election times. 

‘The fer sonne/ of the members changes every 
year, there is no annual subscription worth 
mentioning, and they are destitute of anything 
like homogeneity and organization. 

The Club, therefore, to which Gascoyne be- 
longed was not a University one, though a se- 
lect number of students of the best social stand- 
ing and means were among its members, and 
it was looked upon by them as a place of call 
and rendezvous when they wished to relieve the 
dryness and monotony of study with a little so- 
cial relaxation. 

The Club, in fact, had been got up bya 
number of young gentlemen of the city of 
strong Tory proclivities, and most of them old 
alumni of the University, and though one of 
the least pretentious in the city, was at the same 
time regarded as one of the most comfortable 
and select. 

This, then, the Northern, was the club of 
which our friend Gascoyne was a leading and 
very popular member; and as himself and Bob, 
having left the hansom waiting at the door, 
passed through the hall and entered the billiard 
room, they were greeted with a chorus of 
hearty welcomes by some half dozen young fel- 
lows who happened to be present, and were 
evidently students. 

At the further end of the room three or four 
German stock brokers were playing pool, to 
the accompaniment of coffee and cigars, and 
in a corner by himself Diogenes—of whom 
mention has been already made—was hiding 
his capacious nose in a silver flagon of beer. 

“ Talk of B. and S., and hock and seltzer, 
and other rubbishy concoctions in the shape 
of corpse-revivers,” Diogenes was accustomed 
to grumble. ‘Give me a pint of Bass, or it 
may be two—cool, translucent, beaded; it’s 
the best morning tonic after a heavy night.” 

After some desultory conversation Sellers— 
a pale-faced, dreamy, intellectual and very gen- 
tlemanly young fellow, who was supposed to be 
studying philosophy, and was generally be- 
lieved to be one of those geniuses who are very 
closely allied to madness—said, in a sleepy, 
drawling, and very sweet, low voice: 

** By the by, Gascoyne, we were talking of 
you as you entered. Most of us, you know, 
leave town to-day, or, at any rate, this week, 
and we were discussing the prospects of the 
coming rectorial election.” 

** Leave town, do you?” replied Gascoyne 
with a smile. ‘And when do you go, and, if 
it’s a fair question, whither ?” 

There was a general laugh, for Sellers was 
notorious for his absent-mindedness. A pain- 
ful look of embarrassment, hesitation and doubt 
passed over his colorless face as he put his 











right index finger to his forehead and stam- 
mered out: 

‘Leave town!—did I sayso? Yes—no— 
*pon my word can’t say. Other fellows going, 
but—oh, yes, I remember—I was just going 
down to take out a ticket for Oxford when I 
dropped in here, and couldn’t remember what 
I had got up so early for. Lucky you men- 
tioned it. I must be off.” 

‘*Off where?” continued his tormentor. 
“Are you not going to Professor Tickle’s to- 
night ? I know you accepted the invitation, and 
as it’s his farewell dinner party for the session, 
he’ll take your desertion in bad part.” 

“* Tickle’s!”” murmured the absent-minded 
philosopher, more puzzled than ever, ‘I had 
forgotten it. ‘Thanks—you’re very good to re- 
mind me. Tickle’s— Tickle’s—yes, yes, of 
course I’ll go. But, meanwhile, what about 
the election ?” 

‘* Yes,” chorused the rest of the company, 
‘‘what about our next nominee ?” 

‘Oh, I don’t know,” replied Gascoyne off- 
handedly. ‘I go to Oxford next, and of 
course ’’— : 

‘*But you’ve promised to retain the Presi- 
dency for another term, uld man,” growled Dio- 
genes from the corner. 

“So you have,” echoed the rest. 

‘Well, as to that, of course I can run down 
for a few days at election time, but since our 
last meeting things have happened to alter my 
plans, and J don’t see very well how I can re- 
main President of the Blue.” 

‘* Bosh!”’ exclaimed Sellers. 

‘‘ Rubbish!” muttered Bob. 

‘‘Gammon!” cried the rest. 

“« However, whether I do or not,” continued 
the speaker, ‘“‘I need hardly say I’ll do all I 
can for the Club, and meanwhile—though this 
is entre nous—1 think—remember, gentlemen, 
I only think—our next nominee—shall I say 
our next Lord Rector ?—will be the Rt. Hon. 
Benjamin Disraeli.” 

The statement was greeted with a roar of ap- 
plause, and a vociferous and cordially re- 
sponded te demand of ‘Three cheers for 
Dizzy!” 

One of the pool-players—who was losing— 
was overheard to mutter something that sounded 
very much like ‘‘ Young fools,” but his fellow- 
players only laughed at the enthusiasm of the 
boys. 

a Let’s drink his health in Moet, gentlemen,” 
cried a very small and very thin, but extraor- 
dinarily plucky little ‘med.,’ who rejoiced in 
the soubriquet of ‘ Skittles,’ ‘ let’s drink it in 
Moet, boys, and I’ll stand.” 

The proposal was received with acclamation 
by all save Gascoyne, who wished to get away, 
and Diogenes, who wanted whiskey. So while 
the waiter was being rung for, Gascoyne quietly 
put on his hat and said: 

“Sorry I can’t wait, but I only dropped in 
to see if Professor Macdonald was here, and as 
he’s not | must hurry to the college to hunt 
him up there.” 

** Stop and have dochandhorris,” cried sev- 
eral; but Gascoyne was firm, and putting his 
arm through Bob’s, slipped away, reéntered his 
cab, and drove direct to the college. 

At the time of which we write the old col- 
lege was still in all its glory—the pride and 
boast and sole redeeming spot of steep, nar- 
row, filthy, ricketty and generally disreputable 
High Street. 

To thousands of gratefu! hearts in every 
quarter of the globe the grim, black, low, 
weather-beaten walls of their old Alma Mater, 
with their quaint little windows, the gilt royal 
bearings over the main entrance, and the great 
tower looming up vague and ghostlike through 
yellow fog and smoke, must still be a memory 
pleasant and distinct. 

(To be continued.) 




















NO MORE, BUT SOON. 


No more adown the icy hill 
Will glide the merry coasters; 

But soon the goat will get his fill 
Of luscious circus posters. 

No more will sound with rhythmic ring 
The steel of gliding skaters; 

But soon the fiends will loudly sing: 
‘‘ Carlirer sweet potaters!’’ 

No more against your tender ear 
Will strike the icy ‘‘soaker;”’ 

But soon, in bogs both far and near, 
Will chant the husky croaker. 

No more the. warmth from furnace fire 
Will penetrate the heater; 

But soon, as soft he strikes the lyre, 
Will hum the Jersey “‘skeeter.” 


—Hackensack Republican, 





RuTH was a good girl, and she had as fine 
Boaz could be found in these days.—Oi/ City 
Derrick. 

THE trail of the serpent is over all humanity, 
Man comes naked into the world, is snaked 
through life, and goes naked out of it.— Uyica 
Observer. 

THERE is one thing about archery. No matter 
how poor a shot you are, you can always make 
an-arrow escape from hitting the bull’s-eye.— 
Phila, Bulletin. 

‘THE papers are talking about how a drowning 
man feels. ‘To come right down to first prin- 
ciples, it is our opinion that he feels wetty.— 
Toledo Commercial. 

THE exercise of whipping carpets is recom- 
mended for the development of muscle. Don’t 
let your wife do it, or she may get the start of 
you in development.— Chicago Journal. 


A WESTERN man is writing up fire places. He 
must be a grate author.— x. Up fire places 
must be a very uncomfortable place to write. 
It wouldn’t soot us as we’d be afraid of catching 
the in-flue-enza.— Zoronto Grip. 


THE finding of the body of a drowned man 
in a reservoir from which a town is supplied 
with drinking water, will undo all the good 
work the temperance cause has accomplished 
in five years..—Vorristown Herald. 


Bos INGERSOLL has been converted. He 
stopped over night, lately,.at a house where 
there were two heartless fiends practicing on 
the accordeon. Iie says he throws up the 
sponge, and takes back all he ever said about 
there not being a place of infinite torture.— 
Yonkers Gazette. 


Opportunity makes the thief, and nowadays 
seems to be working twenty-three hours a day. 
— Toledo Commercial. 

A BOOK just published is entitled ‘ Sayings 
and Doings of Great Men.” We notice that 
the ‘‘ Sayings” have a large majority.— Uiica 
Observer. 


A FARMER held our office door open long 
enough one day last week to say that eggs were 
worth ten cents a dozen, and that a hen had to 
work ten days in order that a man might be 
enabled to pay for a shave which occupied the 
barber ten minutes, Then he wanted to know, 
‘“‘ How is that for high?” But he did not stop 
to get our opinion.— Rome Sentinel. 













































































HOW IT WAS DONE. 


Tue President spread the document out be 

fore him, shut his eyes, and raised his pen on 
igh. 

a Rutherford, don’t you dare to sign it!” 
screamed Mrs. Hayes, from the opposite side 
of the room. 

«¢ There ain’t no County Fairs to go to,” re- 
torted the President, great drops of perspira- 
tion standing upon his corrugated brow; “ you 
won’t allow me to even smell the black bottle 
with the corncob stopper, an’ I’m desperate! 
Do you hear, Mrs. H.? I’m desperate!” 

Mrs. Hayes crossed the room at a single 
pound, but her husband’s pen had danced a 
wild mazurka over the paper, and the veto 
message was signed.— Cincinnati Enquirer. 


WHEN the census-takers go about next year, 
they will carefully mark 18 after the word 
“age,” of all unmarried females of doubtful 
years, and ask no questions.—Oz/ City Der- 
rick. 

“THE moon is always just the same,” he 
said, languidly, ‘‘ and yet I always find some 
new beauty in it.” ‘It’s just so with the cir- 
cus,’ she answered. He took the hint and 
bought tickets for two.— Syracuse Standard. 


WE can assert positively that the egg crop 
is uninjured so far.— Rochester Express. 

A SMALL-POx suit is to be tried in Rochester 
soon. Don’t try it, Judge. We did once, and 
it didn’t suit us worth a cent, although we got 
damages, we will say that.—Fudion Times. 


In all the radiant loveliness of spring fash- 
ions she now promenades the street, and an 
occasional glimpse of the parasol stripes of the 
coming summer may be caught. Speaking of 
stripes,.they were more attractive on stockings 
than they can ever hope to be on sun umbrel- 
las.— ew Haven Register. 


‘ PINAFORE” is not a success down south. 
It doesn’t contain enough bowie-knives and 
six-shooters to please the chivalry. In one 
scene a high-toned southerner should be re- 
presented as shooting a judge in the back, and 
in another six masked chivalry burning a negro 
cabin, and assisting the inmates out of this 
world, should be introduced. This feature 
would make the play ‘‘ hum” down ‘south.— 
Norristown Herald, - 








Vichy from the Springs: HauTserive, CeLesting, GRANDE 
Gritte and Hoprrat—the only genuine. 


THE FRIEDRICHSHALL 
1s THE ONLY RELIABLE anv BEST or Att BitTeRwaters. 











SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
‘of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 





POND’S EXTRACT. Toilet Cream. 
Cleansing and Softening to the Face and Hanns; prevents 
Chapping, Eruptions and Roughness. Price, $1.00 per Bottle, 
On sale at all respectable Drug Stores. 
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TRADE MA 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 





“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 


Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used. 
They are made on a new system by 


B. POLLAK, 
the Manufacturer of NEW YORK, 
and sold by every first class dealer. 









CIGARETTES 
anda TOBACCO 
«STRAIGHT ’’—Rare Old Virginia. 
“‘ HALVES ”’—Rare Old Perique and Virginia. _ 
NEW COMBINATIONS OF THESE FRAGRANT TOBACCOS. 


RUN REASON AION NTR em 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year. — Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES. 


Full news from the Great GOLD and SILVER Mines, Orders 
executed for Mining Stocks in New York or San Francisco. 
A. B. CHISOLM, Proprietor, 
61 BROADWAY, 


NOMORE RHEUMATISM, 


Gout, Gravel, er Diabetes. 


Schlumberger’s harmless, infallible French Salicylates relieves 
within 12 hours, cures within 4 days. Box $1, postage free. Only 
depot in New York at 284 Sixth Ave. 

L. A. PARIS & CO., General Agents for U. S. 

Caution.—Other so-called agents for these medicines sell home- 
made counterfeits. 























Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS., | 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases ef Bowel complaints; a 
sure specific against Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 
cordial in itself, iftaken pure. It is also most excellent for 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 











DF: J.G. B. SIEGERT & SONS’ 
WORLD-RENOWNED 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS. 


This most invigorating tonic is justly celebrated for its exquisite 
flavor and extraordinary MEDICAL virtues. 

Sold by all principal druggists, apm and liquor dealers. 

J. W. Hancox, Sole Agent for the United States, 51 Broadway, 
New York. P.O, Box, 2610.—Geo. Wuppermann, Manager. 





Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 


Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 

Publisher of ‘‘DER TECHNIKER,”’ a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 


vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $2.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


A YEAR and expenses to agents. Outfit Free. 
$7 7 a Address P.O. VICKERY, ugusta, Maine. 
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DRESS SILK 


DEPARTMENT. 

LARGE PURCHASE THIS WEEK. 

SRRIPE DRESS SILKS, GOOD QUALITIES, at 48c., sox 
55¢., 6oc , 65¢., 75¢. 

BLACK SILKS, at75c. ASK FOR AND EXAMINE THEM 
GOOD BLACK SILKS, at 68c per yard. 
CACHEMIRE FINISH DRESS SILKS, at $1.15. 
SOFT SATIN FINISHED GROS GRAINS, at $1.25. 
BEAUTIFUL FINISHED GROS GRAINS (Heavy), §r.s50. 








COLORS IN DRESS SILKS. 


20 INCHES WIDE, FULL ASSORTMENT, at 79c. DE- 
SIRABLE SHADES. 

21 INCHES WIDE, at 89c. and $1. 

22 INCHES WIDE, NEW SPRING SHADES. §1.15 and $1.25. 


aa EXAMINE OUR SILK STOCK; IT WILL REPAY YOU, 


OUR NEW 


SPRING CATALOGUE 


AND PRICE LIST IS NOW READY. 





SUBSCRIPTION PRICE PER ANNUM 25 CTS. 
SINGLE COPIES 15 CENTS. 


E, RIDLEY & SONS. 


309, 311, $11 1-2 Grand St., 
56 58, 60, 62, 64, 66, 68 and 70 ALLEN STREET. 


OoTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor. 59th St., 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St. 











PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East 14th Street, 
Between 1st & 2nd Aves., New York,—Closed on Saturdays unly 


© way 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


4 
DENTAL ROOMS, 
Ne. 6 E. 14th Street, near 5th Ave. 

Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00,,.upwards, Decayed Teeth filled ina 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 
_ Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 
eeth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 

ness of ivory $1.00, Teeth extracted without pain. 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Testu. Open Evenings and Sundays. 


——\ DENTAL OFFICE 
OF 


Philippine Dieffenbach - Truchsess, 


162 West 23rd St., bet. Gth & 7th Aves., N. Y. 











Late Canav Street. 

GREAT REDUCTION IN PRICES. 
Ready Mixed Paints............. 50 Cts. to $1 per gallon. 
English Rubber Roof Paint.............+++++- 50 Cts. ed 
Liquid Slate Paint for leaky roofs.... .....-. ied es 
PE Gibco cc ccocccsequbsswoeussunettdereusee = es 
Gok cctetnree onnesee ov0nenasenebatse ea * oe 


Macutnery Os cheaper than at any store in the city. 


NEW YORK CITY OIL CO., Sole Agents, 
124 MAIDEN LANE. 
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THEH FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 
porcelain base, porcelain handies to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 
COPYRIGHTED. on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 


PRIZE. SIZE. PRIZE, 


GENTLEMEN'S HATS| ©— & io a res 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, | | 


Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 


new voRK EDWARD D. BASSFORD 


BOHEMIAN BIER. mn \ : 
SCELMITT é& HOEHIWE. \ ——— a Serene Oa S 


CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER os = Cooking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerator; . 


BREWERY, ' 2s “' * : : 

Brewery & ang E. 59th — : Ss Be 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, - oe City, 

St. Ice-house and Rock-vaults, 56th 

and 57th Street, Ave. A, and East 
River, N. 


Y 
We guarantee ** BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Im- 
rted Bier in all respects, and to Excel Dometic and R U N K & U N G E R, 
Western Biers in Taste, Color and Substance, thus No. 50 PARK PLACE, 
making it the Sole Agents.for 


“nesnenenneavee” |! AvalamChateau d/Ay 
PACHTMANN & MOELICH,. CHAMPAGNES. 


TAUNUS NATURAL MINERAL WATER. 
363 CANALST ,NEW YORE, Blac & the +. Rhine Wines. 


eee Sie ent Siver Webi oak L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 
ges for Sch ls, Heg and Societi ‘ y “4 a 7 oe 
also Class Rings. Designs and Estimates Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs,; 
sent to any part of the United States. — etc., etc. 
Wedding Rings from $3 to $12, all sizes. 
Keys that wind any Watch 25cts. Auto- 
matic Eye-glass Holder 25 cts. Heavy 
Cased American Watches $8. Nickel Stem- 
winders $10.—Any of these goods sent free 
yon receipt of price. 
EsTaBLisuep 1838. 


CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 


HAMANN & KOCH. 
Red No. 9 Maiden Lane. 
IMPORTERS OF PARIS CLOCKS. 
DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 


AND: ALL KINDS OF -JEWELRY. 
Remember the Red 9. 


ny 
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L. DE VENOGE, 


41 South William Street, New York. 


CENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 





"eSnoH 4101Sy 4e0U ‘1g ABejoseg O} lV 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 


S ‘N JHL NI G3ILYOdWI 
Champagne on Draught 10 Cts. a Glass. 








Q FRASH & CO. 4 


o. 10 BARCLAY ST., N. Y. 








NPRECEDENTED ATTRACTION. Tsaac Smith's Umbrellas 


Over Half a Million Distributed. CINGHAM, any size....${ OO 


LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY COMPANY. GSUYANACQ, patented... 2 00 
This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature of ~ SILK; paragon frame ..... 2 5O 
the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, for / 
the term of Twenty-five Years, to which contract the The Farmed 
inviolable faith of the State is pledged with a capital of $1,000,000, Petco 
to which it has since Ghtek 6 reserve fund ot $350,000. Its 
Grand Single Number Drawings will take place 
monthly. IT NEVER SCALES OR POsTPONES. Look at the following 
Distribution: 


i) 
“Oo”? 


400 


agr Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 


GRAND PROMENADE CONCERT, aq sage? 2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
during which will take place the ag near Broadway. 
109th GRAND MONTHLY 36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 


AND THE 
EXTRAORDINARY SEMI-ANNUAL DRAWING, 104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 


- Posey ne aoe yan Tugspay, res th, 1879. . 1188 BROADWAY, near aoth st. 
nder the personal supervision and the Management o ae - 
Gen. G. T. BEAUREGARD, of Louisiana, . 405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 


and Gen. J. A. EARLY. of Virginia. | ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 


Capital Prize. $100,000. 
a@ Notice—Tickets are Ten Dollars only. Halves, $5. 


ites gt OF raires MATHESIUS & FREY, 


1 Capital Prize of $100,000........ iGinikenkeoes’ eed $100,000 
1 Grand Prize of 50,000 MANUFACTURERS OF 


s Lavoe Baamel © se CABINET 


4 Large Prizes of 


See"  SIPURNITURE 


ele Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
ae 60,000 } at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 


APPROXIMATION PRIZES: No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St., N. Y. a ne 


100 Approximation Prizes of $200 “PIPER-HEIDSIECK.” We guarantee this medium 
100 do. do. HEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. | 4 ine to i li 
ni = — 63,672 Stan English Books Sieaeres be on n quality to any other CHAMPAGNE 
: : PIPER “SEC” is more adapted to the German and E 
sa agg Pe, en. ARD, of La wt OUR, PRICE. lish taste; is without bitterness and acidity, and dryer than 
Gen. J. A. EARLY, of Va. - , } Commissioners. AT Y UR PRICE any wine imported. It leaves the most delicious after-taste on 
Application for rates to clubs should only be made to the office You ‘d Hand Books. ° the palate. 
of the Company in New Orleans. 112, nD SOLE AGENTs IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA, 


se mice: x 1 hitgad torent uae ee, JOHN OSBORN, SON & CO., 
P. 0. Box 692, New Orleans, La., or LECGGAT BROTHERS, 45 Beaver Strost, N. ¥., 








10,000 














Same at No. 319 Broadway, New York. man St., near new Post Office. 4né dt th: Baers t Street, Montreal 





















































PUCK. 


159 





PPP PPL PPL ILLIA 


GENTLEMEN'S 


YACHTING, 
NEGLIGEE 


And FLANNEL 


Travelling Shirts, 
BOATING SHIRTS, 


FOR BOYS, 


PONGEE and CHEVIOT PAJAMAS, &c. 


ARNOLD, CONSTABLE & C0, 


_ BROADWAY, corner 19th STREET. 
SHA SHORE 


EVENING NOVELTIES. 
CHOICE FANCY COLORED 


CAZES. 


SATIN STRIPE COLORED BAREGES. 


BAYONNAISES. 


BLACK AND COLORED VELVET STRIPED 


GRENADINES, 


BATISTES, 
LINEN LAWNS 
ORGANDIES, 
JACONETS, &c. 


ALSO, A FINE ASSORTMENT OF 
ENGLISEI AND FREWCI 


DRESS GOODS, 


Travelling Materials, &c., &c., 


AT MODERATE PRICES. 


ARNOLD, CONSTABLE & CO, 


BROADWAY, corner 19th Street. 
PARASOLS 


For Coaching, 
Wachting 
And Promenac=e, 


SUN AND RAIN 


UMBRELLAS, 


&c. &c., 


ARNOLD, CONSTABLE & CO. 


BROADWAY, corner 19th STREET. 


PICH &co. 
AEP EA VANA: 


102 NASSAU S?.NY 



































TICKET OF FICE 


Next Havana peed — May 27th, | 
821 Pree, sae to’ $810,000 


Tickets, $40. Halves, $20. Quarters, $10. Fifths, $8. 
Tenths, $4. Twentieths, $2. Fortieths, $1. } 
STATE LOTTERY, DRAWING MAY 30th. 
Capital, $14,000. Whole tickets, $1. 
LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY. 
GRAND EXTRAORDINARY DRAWING June 17th. 
Capital, $100,000. 
Tickets, $10. sae Tenths, $1. 


Special Rates to Clubs and on . 
ALL, GERMAN STATE LOTTERIES: 








that you saw this in the English ‘‘Puck.”’ 

















iis scours co ¥eenee $20 and upward 
oO eee $12 and upward 
Walnut Bedsteads................ $5 and upward 
i eee $5 and upward 
Walnut Wardrobes........... .... $7 and upward 
Walnut Book Cases.............. $10 and upward 
Walnut Sideboards............... $20 and upward 
Walnut Sofas....................$10 and upward 








TO HOUSEKREEPERS. 





>>_—~___—_~_~—_——=eereenenm~—~—~*M 


Walnut Easy Chairs...-... 


COWPERTHWAIT & C0., 


153, 155 & 157 CHATHAM ST., 


To Make Room for a further Enlargement, will sell 
for two weeks, at BUYERS’ OWN PRICES, 


PARLOR SUITS. CHAMBER SUITS, 


ET C., 
_* @eaTWw dre Cee’ a 
Extending over the year, or 5 per cent, off for CASH. 


-$5 and upward 


Walnut Fancy Camp Chairs.......$2 and upward 


Woalaut 2Gma oi vis wcace voce 
Walnut Extension Tables......... 


.$4 and upward 
-$5 and upward 


Walnut Dining Tables............. $3 and upward 


Stoves and Ranges........... 
RT 
Children’s Carriages............. 


AN IMMENSE STOCK OF 


CARPETS, OIL-CLOTHS, Ete. 


.....$4 and upward 
...$4 and upward 
-$5 and upward 





PATENT COVERS 


FOR 


FILING “PUCK” 
Price $1.00. 
FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFF.CE, 
21 & 23 Warren St. 
BACK NUMBERS 
Oo 


“PUCK” 
Can be Supplied on Demand. 


ADDRESS: 


INTERNATIONAL 
NEWS COMPANY, 
31 Beekman St., New York. 














A. WERNER & CO., 308 Broadway, N. Y. 


“AMERICA” 
Extra Dry 


da. 





Comfort, Durability, 
Lightness and Elegance: 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 


Inventors and Manufacturers 
OF THE 
World Renowned 
AUSTRIAN 


BENT WOOD | 
Furniture. 


Principat Depot FOR THE 
Untrep States: 








808 Broadway, 


NEW YORK, 
ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR 


HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, ete. 


Price Lists and Cireulars Gratis. 


C. PFAFF’S RESTAURANT, 


9 W. 24th St., near Broadway, N. Y. 
Breakfast from 7 A. M. to 1 P. M. 50 cents.—Table d’hote from 
6—8 Pp. M. $1.00, incl, 3¢ bottle wine. 


Meals at all hours. Furnished rooms to let. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


139—151 Bowery. 


PANTS 00 order ococcccece. cocccevcccovscccsccess $3.00 to $10.00 
SUITS to order ... « «+ ++$T2.00 to $40.00 

















Satisfaction Guaranteed. 





CELEBRATED 


FOR THE MANUFACTURE 
oF 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


FELL FATS 


FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 





TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 


three hours, For 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks 


articulars address with stam 


to 
lace, New York. 





























—— 














THE POPULAR AMERICAN LIFE INSURANCE AUTOPSY, 


Pucx (to Life Insurance Agent):—‘“‘Is this the sort of treatment you ésure your late customers?” 





